THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

from the mountains* beginning his journey home again:
steamer and train and steamer and train and Tube, till he
was back in the machine.

It hadn't let him go, and he knew it. Hence his cruel
self-torture of fatigue, his cruel exercise of courage. He
who hung his head in his milk in torment when I asked
him a question in German, what courage had he not
needed to take this his very first trip out of England, alone,
on foot!

His eyes were dark and deep with unfathomable
courage. Yet he was going back in the morning. He was
going back. All he had courage for was to go back. He
would go back, though he died by inches. Why not? It
was killing him, it was like living loaded with irons. But
he had the courage to submit, to die that way, since it
was the way allotted to him.

The way he sank on the table in exhaustion, drinking
his milk, his will, nevertheless, so perfect and unblemished,
triumphant, though his body was broken and in anguish,
was almost too much to bear. My heart was wrung for
my countryman, wrung rill it bled.

I could not bear to understand my countryman, a man
who worked for his living, as I had worked, as nearly all
my countrymen work. He would not give in. On his
holiday he would walk, to fulfil his purpose, walk on; no
matter how cruel the effort were, he would not rest^ he
would not relinquish his purpose nor abate his will, not by
one jot or tittle. His body must pay whatever his wilJ
demanded, though it were torture.
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